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CHAPTER V.

7'iw AVt" //o/jr Athene*.

p onuges lrf-sidee kings. princee, and
:rtj. have ci'irtier*, and com,.mu"'0 forld in wondorfuliy civil

-u...,-- o{ whom it stand* In nocd ; nor is
ore more cringing, fawning, and

iity. than the proud, ambitious
,

- a1 intrgaw who in sucking to secure au

L -r nr. in such easee, than the de«t.. practicing upon the world, is that
tin himself. Success, alone,

; ;r uii«'f his object, reconcile* him to
;; lie: and so the world l>ow to

h<« -'nits abroad in his poaeoeks feath.- iittle to know he is in reality only
h 1J*

1,1 hi after! it is thinks he,
thing to be in request. How bare, to

;i 'iiM'ts of those who want his
!l i v he chuckles a3 he roads their mo

:i h k : and what a heap ol' con
,i .. i,« *rensure up against the self-seek. ir.<>gotberthat, not less than

. in marketing his influence for
a-.ii that they who buy have sot

s |rn ? op*n him.
> ri l' i ours is sadly full of these

rs lctior.s.
Abb? ha flrango was, in tho estimation

t! ;:nf en- an-tocriicy of tho Faultourg St.
a man of deep humility and exeai-vr 'ty. H-yond tho immediate circles of

:b- F liil-mrg ho was scarcely known : except,
i in tli'ir-o of the clergy, over which ho

i 1 a singular amount of influence. But
Ka-.ib.iurg, amongst tho old dowagers

* r u i .ghters, married and unmarried,
v. !1 snown, so yxipular as he, or so

admitted to their privacy ! He wanted
:!irce .,r four years of fifty; was tall,
;-.'jtl iwnod a magnificent leg, whioh,

v tevyterioui arrangement of bis flowing
r i [ i -v-'d itself on all occasions, whether

s k ! < - sat, or stood. Then, what a ro-y
..ii! anI what brilliant teeth! Ho

: >a which poople attributed to
!cri *e ar.d no doubt they were right.

J:. v>-to limes, however, when he did not
-.nil when that usually ur.puekcred brow
matted in a deep wrinkle between

r- -,i: d! gray cjos, and when those thin
u- coral became blanched and sud:if r<'-, J. and the brilliant teeth firin1Tit \bho did nut look bonevolent'thcn,

1, any means.
He :»«! t >ca to his present orainenco through
.: iy. Ii was the virtue he cultivated.iho

i tv be brought into the market of bo
"H- lircd on tho second floor of a quietik:i,g ;i 't»r in the line «/« Ckerthe-Miili, in

. Lis.; iio> scanty in rospoetof furniture,
. 'it their display of books: Tor the

».i. a learned man. and an authority.
!, pu.trd him. and some of his dogv.uiuagst her reoognised guides to

nhv.ior, His «>r*Iy resident domestic was u
' r ..f < ii irity, named Sister Bertha, whom
'Jv? of tbn iici^hburhuod pronounced as
'

re liioc'ii ton y<>'ucg and too handsome to
a'. >n« with the youthful A Mie. But. on the

-her l.c.n-i, she «.v,.wod to tho Church, and
till AM o w c. her c".u\s> -r: fco what could bo
s i<d. after that.

'"r;l a quietly clears tho table, and withdraw?.
1A bbe takes down a volumo of Gibbon's

and Fall, in English, and begins to

' bif little ^rvne occurs a few days after the
»a id.i^g narrated in the previous chapters.I be Abbe has been thus occupied some time,
j* "en h visiter is introduced by Sister Bertha

"a man well stricken in years, and is court'"'-iy led to a seat by the obliging Abbe.
Always studying, my dear Abbe," observes

anger, settling himself,
biding assists digestion," is the Abbes

Ip'iy. with a smile. 1 chooeo an English au'r after meals. Rut permit mc to inquire*dter Madame the IhichesR. and your daughters'

0

1 e Ah had !>«en thrown, when yet a
into tb<> constant society of a celebrated

Churuh, who resided in one of
: sir | al towns of Normandy. In tho

o ' of bin pastoral rambles, h»> stopped
^ i-ihiiliitei! by the \hhs'* mother

p >r 'v low, who worked ia the fields in suni1r and -pun and knitted in the winter.
iVr: a-.us her only child, and tho good old

-n. h iving listened to her tale of distress,
Oi l <:j.r«syed 0 wish to take the lad under his
i r.jt - i. e. I10 oniented to part with him.

-r t. m « rapid ptrides in bis patron's favor,
i«sd. hnvi:./. ixxn educated in the Jesuit Semi-
fv:. joursc of timo waa received into the

'id inducted into a 601&H earaey.
: r 1 au-pices of tho canon, be fuImc-
;.»ty t.> ned tho cilice of private rocrotaryH" >p 01 the dioeeao, who finding the

i' r pliant and apt. and peculiarly
fc> v ration, translorred him to Parse.

* 1" attained to the dignity of Abbe. and
tv ntd 1 par.-chlal charge in tLo Faubourg

::vi.!i. att.u bed to which was a special1 net Ux-al mission.
i '1 V h.'e v. 't and varied attainments; his

kr iwledge of thonlogy : his perfect
"i every weapon of controversy ; his

;'i ..r -.'rig them, and tho subtle di«q«ii-
r.« b.i i-suod, from time to time, in fiupcrights of tho Church and tho priv

ti priesthood. had won for him tho
if Conclave at Rome, and a per-

.n of admiration from the Popo
1 a! uc the eTen moro important re'

( f h s worth by the Suporior of tho
! >"iits. of which society he now beara iic<» member. On tho demise of

;
"Tor lhi (Juewclin, Archbishop of

v :7.1s appointed to convey to .Monsieur
> intelligence of his elevation to the

-' pate. and the new Archbishop,
ei into his int.mate confidence, ap!'to an important office near his per-

wtieal honors and dignities now
>ir n him. when flic massacre of the

hop n the barricades of tho Fonhourg'
1 during tho insurrection of June,

' ' i' our At*ho patron leap, but hnmblo
nd a waiter on Providence. 1

'Wis* hns put completed his morning
h is not a mragcr day, which may in

n .-.ire account lor tho substantial na-
1 ; the ethblee on the table. 'Inhere is a

l g<«si wine, part of a present which
" !:' has received from one of hie flock,

- rich vineyards in Burgundy,
" re '.'no remains of a fowl, a salad, and

'* - iidi .i s The Abbe ie sipping his eoffee,1 i v.'k uti mildly at Sister Bertha, who is
af the same table, and about to put
-ti be r own cup. In the act phe dis-

I" a aulitul white hand, which, Monsieur
* v.'uild. in our estimation, look marvel''v' "t } if the fourth finger wero adorned

V: " i-li^-n sold ring. The Abbe evidently
it. end he and Sister Bertha aro con

r^' g ti domestic mattors, addressing each
'!'Cr in the second person singular. They ap1I>c on delightfully familiar terms, which

? proof of tho Abbe's condescension
iiatur.il humility. Presently, tbc chinios of

"i' k cunningly introduced into a paintwinchrepresents the cathedral of Amiens,
v hicl. hangs over against the Ablsa and
e- ijijianion, announce the hour of noon.
chimes ring tho augeluf. on which tho

1 J puts down his cup, and, crossing hie
iu- ovr-r Ins breast, mutters something to

Sister Bertha does the same. This
iiU till the chimes cease, when the Abbe and

«r llortha resumo thoir coffee, and tho
"r observes, that "Now tho visit* will com'I ii« e. JT«v» hn/®?n«r <tiun.rin/>nrA<t Sisfcor
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u Much obliged, my desr Abbe. They are
still from home, and write lor you to join them
in the country."

"Monsieur le Due knows that I should bo
enchanted to wait upon the ladies: but my dutiesin Paris render it ioqtORsible."

" \Vh mast carry you off by force, Abbe,"
responds the Duko. u You are in great request
amongst us.as, indeed, amongst all who enjoy
the privilege of knowing you."
The Abbe smiles, bows, and says that the
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utile "ib uy i»r mu nattering.
" Wo must converse about this,'' resumes the

latter, "for come to Castelnandri you must.
Hut 1 have important news. Abbe.news from
the Ccinte de Chambord."

" 1 rejoice to hear it," ropliof the Abbe, but
without much appearance of enthusiasm.

' The horizon is btigbtening, Abbe. We
may yet live to boo our Henri occupying the
throne of his ancestors."

" Kvents are in the hAnd* of Providence,
Monsetgncor Duo," observes the Abbo, with a
devont air of resignation.

' And in the hands of those who know how
to take advantage of circumstances, Monsieur
l'Abbe." remarks the Duke, significantly.
" Providence helps those who help themselves."

" No doubt, no doubt," responds the other,
with provoking indifference.
The Duke de Castelnandri was evidently a

little mortified by the Abbe's want of enthusiasm.but suppressed his feelings. As the secret
leader of the Legitimist party, anxiou" to securethe support of the priesthood in the imminentpolitical crisis impending, it would havo
been bad policy to pevmit the Abbe to perceive
the importance that was attached to his cooperation,and tbo extent of disappointment
which his coolness occasioned. On the other
hand, the Abbe was quite aware of his visiter's
private feelings and object, but. for certain
weighty reasons of his own, observed a strictly
neufral. course, making up his countonanoo to
suit the oooasion.

"-I should also inform you, my dear Abbo,"
resumed the Duke, growing more and more

amiable, " that I have received the most encouragingnews from my son. He has seen tho
Holy Pathor, and you aro first in hia estimation."

" 1 am highly fialtorod by tho condescension
of tho Holy Father," answered the Abbe, smiling.

" But this is not all, Abbo".and tho Duko
hero sank his voice." I havo made interest
thero, and in other quarters, and am positively
aseurod that a mitre is in store for you. Tho
Holy Father and the Conclave are, as you well
know, anxiously looking forward to the re-establishmentof tho dynasty of theeldcr branch,
on whoso behalf I have been authorized to
promise the largest privileges to tho Church, if
she will only aid tbo good cause."

" 11' tho Church confer farther honors and
dignities on me." responded the Abbe, meekly.
1 shall rcceivo them gratefully, and endeavor
to wear them with becoming humility. 1 fear,
however, that our Holy Father and the Con-
clave will have enough to <lo to make head
against the turbulent spirits in Italy, to give
much of their attention to the ail'airs of France.
The Holy See ieeclf is in danger: and when
one's own house is in flames, one may bo pardonedfor taking less heed if ore's neighbor's is
on lire. Nor do I clearly understand, MonsiegncurDue, in what manner the Church can
aid the cause of Henri Cinq."'

''In many ways, in many ways," replied the
Duke, quickly : " hut at present in one directionmost. This election for President is in progress.If the votes go in favor of Cavaignac, tho
Republic will assuredly bo consolidated under
a firm hand, and an honest and ablo chief.
This would seriously impede our advance, and
therefore it must not bo, if wo Legitimists can

prevent it. Ledru-Rollin, Raspail, Lamartine,
and Changamier, havo not a party strong
enough to carry either of them. Tho strugglewill be between Cavaignac, and the
nephew of that.of that.that Corsican brigandand traitor, who did so much to ruin the
bourbons .

"And for tho good of the oountry," interposedtho Abbe.
" Well, yes, 1 will not deny that ho did some

good. Hut you speak almost liko a partisan,
Abbs."

" Of tho truth, Monscijnenr Duke,'' respondedtho Abbe.
" A la bnnne heiire, my dear Abbo. I have

no objection to the truth, and 1 repoat, ho did
?omo good, hut not more than cur legitimate
King would have done. Not to stray from our
point, however, let me observe, that we must
not Lave Cavaignac, and therefore we Legitimists,who intend to vote, will give ou* votes to
Louis Napoleon."
"What!" ejaculated the Abbe. "To the

nephew of the Corsican brigand and traitor ? "

" Yes; and listen wherefore. Ho is an ambitious,headstrong, inexperienced imbeeile, who
will be sure to commit a serious blunder before
long, which will give riee to further political
commotion. Who knows? Perhaps to another
insurrection! Ho will certainly, in such case,
be expelled, and, in tho confusion, wo may, by
taking advantage of circumstances, perhaps
secure the return of Henri Cinq."
"And whoso idea is this?" asked tho Abbe,placidly folding hi.i hands. i

"Ours, my dear Abbo. Our party's ; and it
has the sanction of the King. See, hero is his
letter." i
The Duke hero took a letter from his pocket-

book, and spread it out on the table before tho
Ahbc, who perused it attentively, then took it
up and restored it to the Duke.

" And how are the clergy to promote this
enterprise, Monsieur lc Due?" inquired he.
an enterprise, the success of which is founded
on the anticipation of more calamities, inoro
bloodshed, and systematic and deliberate
treachery ? It seems to me that the better
course would be for tho Legitimists not to vote
at all." 1

" Ah, you do not see the danger, my dear
ALbo. Our object is to swell the votes of the
Corsiean's nephew, eo f.» to help give him tho
majority absolute over Cavaignac; and the
whole of our inllucnce must Tie thrown into
this channel. It is the only way to prevent the
(renoral's success. VV# vote-, in truth.as I
have ahown you.for our own cause, in voting
for Louis Napoleon. It may, as you justly observe,and probably will, lead to furttier eommotiou:and it may, perhaps, be, to somo extent,treachery to vote at all. but, my dear
Abbe, remember that our causo is that of Legitimacy; it is that of tho divine right: it has
been blessed and consecrated by the Church,
and the welfare of the Church is bound up in
its soccers. She has, over and over again,
sanctioned and acted upon tho doctrine that
the end sanctifies tho means."

' When thoso means are worthy,*" observed
tho Abbe; " and in this instance, perhaps, they
may ho justified. Still, how are we to aid yourplans? "

"Nothing more easy, Abbe. It is in your
power hi do it, by influencing your coadjutors
t«> exhort their (locks, throughout tho country,
to vote for Louis Napoleon. Secret instructions
may be sent to them, which they will obey,
and success is certain. Do you comprehend? "

" Perfectly," replied the Abbe, who had. indeed,understood the whole plan, from tho be-
ginning, but, for reasons of bis own, preferred
to appear to elicit the information from the
Duke. i

" And what do you say ? Is it a compact?"
" I will think of it, Monsieur lo Duo."
" Enough ! When may I wait upon ydh, to

learn your decision ? "
" b is scarcely necessary to give yourself the

trouble. The result of the olection will show."
" Not at all satisfactory, my dear Abba, this

reply of yours! Your word that it shall be
done, and 1 will bo satisfied."

" Como to-mTrow. then, Monsieur lo Due,
and you shall know."

" 0«x>d! I will now leave you. I must go
and consult Berryer. A u revoir, my dear Abbe.''
The Abbe conducted the Duke to the door,

and bowed hira out, then, returning to his
apartment, began pacing it to and fro, musing
deeply. A ring at the outer door caused him
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suddenly to stop, and almost immediately afterSinter Bertha introduced another visitor.It was Prince Louis Napoleon.The manner of the Ablw* to the new comer
was very different from that he had assumed
towards the Duke. He received the friendlysalutation of the Prince with equal humility,but with more cordiality, and, from the modernwhich he responded to it. thoro was evidentlyexisting between them some common bond
of union which each appreciated.Well, my dear Abbe, you have heard the
ncwr. of course ? "

" I am not aware of any "
" Here, then, read, read :" hastily interruptedthe Prinee, thrusting into the Abbe's hand

a letter bearing a foreign post-mark.The Abba opened and read it ; he turned
pale, and tlio paper fell from his hand.

" Gracious Heaven ! And is it so!" ejaculatedhe.
" Chut! ohut! Abbo ! Walls have ears, and

lUSt nOW it is as WCll this ni<n»o r>f iintim eLfiTilft
not be bruited. The same courier that broughtthe Government despatches, also brought methis letter from mv cousin. I fear the HolyFather is in much aanger. ft is fortunate the
conspiracy was discovered in time, but, you see.
it embraces nothing short of the total overthrowof the Holy See, and the establishment
of an Italian Republic on its ruins."

" The malediction of Heaven will rest on the
heads of those who engage in it," exclaimed
the Abbe, with emphasis, and with one of his
dark frowns.

" Mazzini is a desperate man," resumod the
Prince, " and Bincere in his republicanism. I
believe. But ho has not the propor materials
to deal with. The greatost danger to the HolySee, however, is from Austria, who must not bio
permitted by France to claim or to extend a
protectorate over the States of the Church.
But what news havo you from your brethren
of tho Coilego? This interests mo most at present."

" Thoy are groatly divided respecting affairs
here,-' replied tho Abbe. " A strong party inclinesto aid tho Legitimists, in the hope that
they will promote the interests of the Church,should their party succeed to power.""Bah!" ejaculated tho Princo. "Trust a
Bourbon!"

" To the Republic.that is, to tho Republicunder its present rulers.they are advorse, to
a man. Tho Church has suffered too much alreadyat tho hands cf desperate adventurers
like these, to place any confidence in tboir
principles. With much show of giving the
clergy power, they in reality curtail and clogthe little they already possess."

<! But what course do your directors recommendat tho present crisis ? Something, surely'?"
"ft is left to me to docide," replied the

Abbe! "We have hitherto stood aloof from
political parties, but the timo for action appearsto mc to have arrived. Something must
be done, as you say."

" Have you reflected on my proposal of the
other evening?"

" Well, and maturely considcrpd its consequences,if accepted."
"What is your docioion, Abbo? Time

presses."
" That if tho clergy support your candidature,as they undoubtedly can, the result,

though successful for you, may not prove so
fortunate for the- Church."

" You doubt my word, then, Abbe 1"
"Not your word, Prince, nor your ability,

nor your desire, but your power."
" I havo thought of all, Abbo, and am not

doubtful. Let me but attain absolute authority,and I will yet show the world what I can
do. But f must, have assistance, and never
wanted it more than now."

" Your authority will not be absolute, Prince,
even though you attain to tho Presidency."

" 'Tis but the firpt stop, Abbe. Have not I
mado a close confidant of you, and have not I
often and often again repeated to you tho
long day-dream of my checquered life? I
have a destiny to accomplish, and may not hold
back."

" It is a desperate venture, Princo, and may
end in discomfiture.in death."

" Or in tho securing of tho gloricus legacywhich the great Napolccn boquoatbed to his
successor. It is a prize worth tho struggling
for; worth risking much for: worth aarinz
everything for. It require* caution and boldnesscandor and reserve! Hut something must
be d<ino to startle-Europe with, and to mako
tho Republic respected first. Again, Abbe, I
ask, if you are now prepared to give, mo a reply,whether I may safely depefld upon tho cooperationof tho clergy ?" «

' The Church must have guarantees, that
whomsoever b!io serve?, will serve her in return."responded the Abbe.
"Those she makes, cannot she also unmnko? " asked the Prince. " Does not her

influence.or that, rather, of tho mysterious
and occult body to which you belong. Abbe.
extend over the length and breadth of the
land ? Is it not, at the courts of Europe, the
(greeting power, felt, but unseen? Is it not
engrafted upon the institutions of somoStates?
Does it not remove ministers as well as make
them ? Guarantees! The only guarantee she
can require, she already possesses in the consciousnessof her own power, to mako and to
uDtnako."
"Are you prepared to engago your hand and

seal to a compact between us, on behalf, you
of tho Government of France, if you attain to
power, I on behalf of the Church, containing
the stipulations for mutual benefit, which
formed the subject of our interview the other
day ? "
"And what end will that perve? It will

bind neither, and wiii therefore bo useless.
Besides, bind me to conditions, and you may
5nd that I may fulfil thorn strictly, but not
go beyond. Hind nie not, I hold myself pledgedto grant the Church all the privileges you
stipulated for, and may go far beyond."

" What are your chances, independently of
us? "

" I know not, nor care not. Pcrhapn greater
than even my own friends are aware of. I
hear encouraging news from the Provinces.
My name is doing wonders for me. The very
sounds, Vive Napoleon, have a fascination, it
Booms, in some districts,-which draws the inhabitantsto the registration ofibes in thousands.Thero arc large numbers, too, of old
soldiers who havo a vote, and will givo it to me
fbr the sake of the oid array. But again, I say,
all this matters little. Power 1 may got easily.
What I se«k is to scoure it. I have closely
studied the history of my country, and have
found that Governments have failed for want
of the cordial support of the clergy; whorefore
1 seek their ftid, ftn<f n0* simply to raiso me into
power, but to enable me to maintain myself in
it. Let them aid me. 1 will not prove ungrateful.You, Abbe, the son of an old Imperialist;
of ono who fought under the great man, and
who at length sacrificed his life at the shrine
of glory, on'the fatal field of Watorloo ; who,
by your own merit, have achieved a position
not often enjoyed by men far more advanced
in years ; who have the confidence of the Holy
Father and of the Conclave, and of the superior
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in your powenui uruur, wuuw umucui/o « nw>ndto that: of no man in Franco.you, above
all other pereons, havo it in your power to promotemy views. I bava made my appeal to you
before. 1 reiterate it. I tell you I will not be
ungrateful. Serve me, through the Chnrch; I
will serve her, through you."
The l'rince was too adroit to promise to

serve the Abbe himself. He intuitively felt it
would bo a diplomatic blunder.almost an insultindeed. Rat he failed not to observe the
working of the Abbe's countenance, and narrowlynoted the nervous twitching* of his lip,
as each point told upon him. The Abbe, moanwhile,had got up, and now paced the room
with short strides. Ho evidently hesitated how
far ho should commit himself and the eauso of
the Church to so uncertain an issue; but after
a few minutes' silence, during which the Prince
kept his eyes fixed upon him, he stopped short
in hie walk, and, extending his hand, said:

" Prince, I will aid you. It is best."
L >uis Napoleon seized his hand, and they

...
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exchanged salutation* without uttering anothei
word. There passed a significant glance bo
twoen them, and tho Prinoo withdrew.

T'uub was ratified a new "holy alliance'' be
tween an ambitions abbe and a political ad
venturer, which was to result in changing th<
entire order of tbiugs in France.

Forth© National Era.
TO MINNIE MYRTLE,

ON RSADINU "IS SI1E HAPPY1"
py ernr.

Thou, whose nom de plume, so graceful,
Throws a " myrtle " wreath around thee.

Thou, whose pen of inspiration
With a rainbow light hath crowned thee.

Thou, whoso deep and oarnost feeling
To thy ftllow-iuen hath bound thoe.

Pray, who art thou, Minnio Myrtle,
Prom thy heart of hearts outspeaking ?

Pouring forth the pent-up torrent.
In whose swell thy heart was breaking,

Calming now the surging billows,
In whose wrath thy soul was quaking.

Thou hast boon baptiiod in sorrow.
Was it for another's weeping ?

For the crushed and broken-hearted.
For the eye ofjustice sleeping?

Sits thy pity through the midnight,
Lore-enkindled watchfirea keeping'

Mayhap, silent, sharp-toothed anguish,
Thread by thread thy life-web rendeth ;

Hidden griof, thrioe-poisoncd arrows.

Through and through thy being sendeth j

Drop by drop, woe's bitter goblet.
In thy daily love-fount blendeth.

Or, perchance, in foarful conflict,
Self with potent self contending,

This to vanquish, that to strengthen,
Enorgies sublime are spending.

(Had spectators of the struggle,
Angol hands their aid are lending.

Or the throng of fellow-pilgrims,
Travelling from thy childhood near thee,

Nover fathomed thy emotions.
Loving, they may dread or fear thee;

And thy life of life is pining
For companionship to ehoor thee.

Sympathy-distracted, way-worn,
Thy o'erladen soul is pining

For true fellowship of being.
Heart on kindred heart reclining.

Hest in well-appointed labor,
Thought with fellow-thought entwining.

Or the stern Destroyer's footstep?,
On thy happiest moments stealing.

May have snatched thy dearest jewel,
May have crushed thy fondest feeling.

And thy cherished hopes lie buried,
'Neath the sod where thou art kneeling

Thou hast sorrowed, Minnie TV!/rtle.
For thyself or thoso around theo;

And the chastisement, so painful,
To a higher lifo hath bound thee!

Mayhap He.the lloavonly Healer.Inthy utmost nood hath fcund tbee

Thou hast sorrowed, but, I would not
Waken one sad memory sleeping.

Grief is sacred, though it harrow
Doep the soul its wand is sweeping;

It shall yield a glorious harvest
To the world the fruit is reaping.

Thou hast wept upon the altar.
Fame hath roared to woman's glory.

Wept upon the costly offering,
With affection's lilo-tlde gory!

Thou hast read the tale so heartless,
In thy own unwritten story.

11 v\_: r._4i. t> ...l.t.

" Driven forth " to find hor ploamiro
In the depth of thought and fueling
Depth no mortal horo may measure,

Scattering, all along the pathway,
Woalth, that whoso will may galhor.

Ah ! this world hath many a martyr,
Laurel-crowned, a double token,

Wrestling in perpetual patience,
With a sorrow all unspoken ;

Whilo the crushed and conquering spirit
Smiles upon its idols broken !

For the National Era.
RECOLLECTIONSOF MYGRANDFATHER'S HOMF.

CHAP. X.
A Ltaf from Ike Woodland.

" An' be you not, hang, beg, starve, die i' the streeLs,
For, by my soul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee,
Nor what is mine shall never do thee good ;
Trust, too, bethink you, I'll not be forsworn."
We thought not to have interrupted tho

thread of our sober Recollections by ho called
lovo storioe; but somehow wo linger fondly
ovor those littlo romances, and ore lain to
weave them in with our less fairy bygones.

Rut ab, sober and sad enough is the Nfcory of
James R , one of my grandfather's whilom
summer guests. Who does not cherish one
suoh overshadowed life amongst his heart's
treasures ? He came to na the summer after
E left us for aye; like him. buoyant ap.d
joyous; sorrow, ere long, checkod his gladness
also. Alas! not, like E 's, the grief of a

day, but a life-long bitter cup. Why should
that draught have been thine, thou dear friend
of iny childhood ?.so greatly gifted, ho widely
sought, so fondly loved! Wo missed thee in
the old farm-house. In morning adoration?,
thy name went up with trembling accents, was
tenderly mentioned round the rnstic board,
and at evening we whispered it with brimful
eves. And even now, after so many forgetful
years, there is a dewiness that half shuts out
my sheet as I tell thy story with homely truthfulnoss.
Jnmee R was the only child of a wealthy

retired merchant and large landed proprietor,
just oat ol the town ot u ; who. indeed,
owned a greater part of the suburban village,
whither ho had fled from tho wear and bustle
of mercantile life. True to tho cherished predilectionsof his boyhood, he had now gone
back to farming life, and graced, by ease and
eleganoe. its homely employments and rustic
fare. He was no uncommon man, the father
of James R We bavo all known just such
r»en. Cultivated in mind and manners, every
social circle opened to rcceivo him ; gifted with
quick and generous impulses, his ear ever open
to tho tale of misery, and his hand over ready to
relievo it, the po°r loved him ; a kind neighbor,
husband, and father, as the world goes, ho was

universally esteemed : his purso never closed to
calls of publio charity, his name stood high in
public favor. Yes, a roost unexceptionable man
was Mr. R , deemed lit to sit with the honorableof the land. There wai no blot on his
escutcheon, no blemish on bis fair name. So
said that arbiter of worldly weal, public opinion.Yet everybody know that a dosiro for
wealth, pomp, and tho petty power they give,
was the absorbing passion of the vain man's
heart; that they wero dear to him as life,
dearer, even, than natural ties ! Yet, for all
that, Mr. R was a man and a gentleman !
His was not a misers Passion for hoarding nr.

dollars and cents, which he never grasped with
illiberal hand ; bat rathor an absorbing desire
after the relative importance, tho selfish power,
the conventional distinction, conferred by the
possession of great wealth. 'Twas the cankerworm,this petty ambition, that sapped his
heart, while it .went warmly oat in little daily
charities. Was this the end of his manifold
capabilities? Was ho a true man, who, though
he never repulsed, never sought for occasion of
benevolent action.who devoted to menial onds
the power for good that God had given him ?
The world nodded assent. But better bow, in
poverty and rags, to the golden call^ than mako
tor one's self a beautiful but false imago, from
tho wreck of a debased intellect! The miser
sins against little light. Alter all, the glitteringfavors of the fickle goddess are dear-bought
favors; and ah, the proudest hearts lay on her
altar tho costliest sacrifices. Above all, she
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r loves to take from the heart of manhood those
- kindiy. paving influences that clustered around

tho childhood of virtuous poverty; to withdraw
| from conventional life the pimple sources of

* j that pare joy bo lovingly cherished, beneath its
i J trammels, with tho memory of freer days.( Such gifts of comfortable obscurity did Mr.

, R , not without now and then a regretfulsigh, yield up for those seeming advantages{ after which he had toiled long and well. He
hfcd great wealth: his namo~Btood high on
u 'change ;" his villa was the most elegant in
tl£p suburbs of C ; there he lived in elegant1 Kvsorr. his broad acres stretching to the horijzon. Fireside comforts, in-door luxuries, pomp,and rtudy servitors, were all bis. The strugglingworld looked on, admired, and envied,but scarce marked how changed he was from
the R- of loss-burdened years.
Tho air of generous hopefulness, that gavedignity to his early manhood, bad deepenedimo that of determined method. Tho once

open frankness of conscious independence had
made way for tho anxious forethought of overbCPdenodwealth. Crows-feet come too soon,ai'd hard, deep lines round the mouth, had
hOkcn up tho oncc-pleasunt mobility of fcatitvo.Maxims of worldly prudence had queDehoAthe warm glow of sentiment, and with it
tfcS soul-light of his oye. Was he a happier
uj^n than when, having paid the last farthingof;his debt to his Alma Mater, he started, pen-nLos3, bo battle with the world?

rlc loved his child.aye, loved him next to
hi idol, (Jnce he had toiled for moans to
a* 'aken liis childish gratitude. Noic, be lavisied on him all that wealth oould gain. Rut,
w- iile ho had gene on, step by step, to riches
al 4 power, there had also grown up in his
h( ut, by tho same slow and steady progress, a
dfl I>rm<n«i1 irill til Iiix "«" uiOfiuVi

an bition. Was bo a happier father than
wl on. in his boy's juvenilo caroer, he saw him.
a harity scholar, assert the strong supromaoy
of intellect over tho puny prerogatives of the
pa npered sons of fortune ? (lod only know
tin man's heart. By his fruits we judge him.

It hail long been a characteristic scheme
vri'h Mr. R to swell still farther his son's
prospective fortune, by marrying him to tho
daughter of a wealthy physician, in tho town
of C who was an old college-mate and
erODv of bis, and by no means averse to bo

eligible a Bon-in-law. Tho fathers had discus
nod the matter so often, over their after dinner
mips, that tney came, at length, to view it as

quite settled. Imagine the astonishment, then,
of Mr. 11 , when, on incidentally mentioningthe plan to his son James, one day, instead
of a yeady acquiescence, it met with a plump
rejection! In vain the fathor coaxed, threat-
ened, and scolded.the son was implacahlft.
The £amsol Was well enough, to be sure, and
the fstthor rich enough, but he didn't want her,
and wouldn't marry her. O, the blindness of
that rtrrant knave, Cupid! O, tho pervereoness
of James R , to pass by the manifold at-
tractions of a beautiful, proud, heartless heir-
ess, for tho homely charms of poor old Molly
White's grand-daughter!

" A [young man of strange freaks.he'll come
ovcV right by and by, Burely.I'll keep an c-yo
on him though," muttered Mr. R , as his
son walked doggedly out of the room. And,
very tiiuiy, ho did keep an eye on him; for no
socaerViid he peroeivo the tendency of James's
walks

* towards the honeysuckle-imboddcd,
whitewashed cottago, where dwelt dame
White, with her rosy-chsckcd, curly-headed
grand-daughter, than he despatched him forthwith,to summer with my grandfather.

f*i>or,lames was a little forlorn and restless
st *$.<.*; but ho was a eensiblo fellow, and soon

came to the conclusion that Molly White's
grftJul daughter was very silly, as well as very
pr^ty.r. sort of painted doll, about whom
'twas hardly worth while to break his heart,
or bravo his father's anger ; so tho little dam-
sel was di-missed forever, with the burning of
her Srst foolish letters.

Hers was a lesson not unlearnod by many
a beautiful girl. Beauty is a priceless gift to
woman. Its immunities arc manifold. Wo pass
lightly over tho foolish jest and silly repartee,
coming from its lips; but, ah! how like p«earls
aro words of wisdom, from the same p»ol;shed
source! "Features sot in fairest mould" arc

not its highest claim, but the light that glows
in soul-iit eyes, and the flush of feeling that
walls up from a rightly-trained heart. Wc
stand motionless, gazing upon the polished pc.r-
taction ot" a statue; but the heart heats faster,
and tho pulse throbs beforo the warm glow and
lita-liko inspiration of a picture. So divcrso is
the love awakened by soulless and soul-lit beauty?"Arn 1 beautiful," asked a proud, pplcndid-Iookinggirl, of a poor witling, who had
stopped to gazo at her in the street. "Ha,
beautifulwas tho reply; "you arc.very beautiful.Vour skin is white and polished like
ivory; your brown eyes look full of dreams;
your bearing is proud and elegant; you aro altogetherbeautilul and cold as a statue.and
I'd as soon wed one. The lingering waifo of
sentiment, in that crazed brain, bad uttered a

tnUk. Sao then to your heart, beautiful woman.Let not your wealth and intellect run

to \va«te. These well cared for, who shall
measure your power!
Meanwhile Mr. It chuckled over his

prudent forethought, and cherished, hopefully
as dver, his favorite plan. He scarce be|thought him that every valley, every woodland,
in the country, are haunted by

' young, gay. an<Manghing creatures.
With their hearts' sunshine in tneir features.
Their sorcery tho light.which dances
Wlion tho raised lid unveils its glances.''

The most dangerous of all sprites to tho generous.true heart of James 11 , who despised
all meretricious show, loved true worth, and
had firmly determined never to marry Ibr
money. i

" Lead us not into temptation,'' says the best
of b^oks. How utterly regardless of that holy
injunction was Molly, when she coaxed Mary
B-.., the pretty orphan school-mistress, to go
flower-hunting with her in tbo woodland,
where the saiuo artful Molly was suro James
R would meet her favorite. Impute no
want of guile to childhood, nor match-making
wholly to managing mammas, when such a

joy or woe-freighted plan lay concealed lie-
neath *.bo frank exterior of juvenile years!

Wet!. Molly's wicked manoeuvre succeeded
to a charm. Tho beautiful orphan's artlees-
ness, intclligbnce, arid dependence, drow at ]
onco upon James's sympathies, and soon won i

'1'L /.». tonnw o b o rvvitr m o/» t
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ing in th.it green woodland, mutual vows of
lasting love and fidelity; and, one summer's i

evening, when the moon looked down on the
mown fields and early harvesting, there were i

breathed in the old haunts tearful good-byes, <

and promises of speedy meeting. Oh, these
were happy "^veniftg walks, from which the I
officious Molly was not always excluded. i
How many a friendship, aye, and how many i

a love, dates its rise from one of these wild i

rambles. They aro littlo cases, on which wo i

refresh our hearts in rotrospoot. How many i

a mossy seat, how many a shady tree.conld 1
the leaf, or tiny petal, whisper its tale.would i

give a storied page to us. For ovcry heart t
there is a haunted dell, or a babbling brook, 1
on wli'iso banks the ghosts of memory flit, c
We mnv h.iver vears in stilled drawinir-rooias. 1
and n tvcr meet a kindred spirit; no little, 1
unseen angels waft their kindly influences [
through its tainted atmosphere. But the pure \

breath of Heaven inspirits us with kindly feci- f
ings, a^id. whilo we feast on summer beauties, s

there. J-ri«es a oonsoious craving for sympathy, c
a cer*T-in going out of our soul at every mani- a
festal: >n of God in nature, a certain grasping
at we mow not what. A little robin sings in o
the vf. t>d, and overy norva tingles. The brook s

leaps laughingly away, and our heart goes r
danci g with it. The grasshoppei'a chirrup, ii
the r< ulings of tbc leaves, aye, every note in J
the in omparably sublime oratorio of Nature,
falling each distinct, in the pure harmony, on o
the oat, send the blood bounding through our v

veins; and the heart's warmest affections go r
out t the dear one, who is drinking in 1
Heave '"s harmony by our side.
Ma' jr'a eyes lost none of their sparkle, nor J1

her fit* p its buoyancy, after James R.'s depart-
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uro; for his frequent letters assured her of his
steady purpose. There was a weight on hoi
heart, but the burden was a precious ono,
True love is ever serious; and oh. what a magic
power it gives to woman's charms, deepening
the eye-glances, touching with its pensive pencileach delicate feature, und softening still
more the low, sweet melody of voice. Such
was its power over tho beautiful Mary R.

But, all at once, sho drooped, like & blighted
lily. I often found her in tears, at the old
haunt. "What is the matter, Mary, dear?''
I would ask, twining my arms around her
neck, but sho only wept tho more. What true
woman will not keep her omi grief, till her
heart is full to breaking!
At length, ono day, ovorcomo by my importunity,or perhaps drawn out by tho unselfish

nature of childish years, Bho told me all. .

Mr. R. had found how matters ptood, and
had forbidden his son, under pain of disinheritance,to marry the penniless orphan! Shortsightedman 7 She was rich in beauty, and,far better, iu the unbocght wealth of heart and
mind. Was she, then, portionless7 For ourself,wo would pray, with Agar, Give us neither
poverty nor riches; not poverty, lest in our
want wo forgot tho lessons wo limped ou our
mother's knee ; and not woaltb, les* Midas
like, it transmute our very heart's love into
gold.

** Shall 1 luxflif.fiiA a tnnmbnf IVTarv ? >> wmfn
, J .

_James. "I have a strong arm. and with you.
what care I tor woaltli ? Will you take me,
poor but stout-hearted as I am ?
"How generous, how noble," she sobbed.

"Hut can I, ought I, aocept such a sacrifice?
No, I cannot, 1 will not!" Then a flush of indecisionmantled her brow; and lovo at last
gained the mastery.
Well.James R.. did wed tho pennilessorphan, was disinherited by his proud, determinedfather, and went to the city of A ,

seventy miles away, without a penny, but
strong in hope and love. Providence favored
him, and ho obtained a responsible situation
in a large mercantile house. For a year or
two ho was blessed with comfort and a happyhomo. Hut the clouds, which had como from
the woodland haunt, lowered at last. His firstborn,a boautifol likeness of her mother, passed
away. A crisis in the commercial world
ruinod his employers, and turned him. a second
time, adrift. Want stared him in tbe face.
His beautiful Mary drooped under her manifoldtrials; and the proud-spirited eon was
fain, at last, to appeal to his unnatural parent.
'Twas on a bittcr-cold midwinter night that

Jamos K stood, thinly clad, shivering at
his father's door. That door was rudely shut
against him, and he turned, death-stamped, a

beggar from his old home ! A fever, brought
on by the excitement ^nd exposnre of that
night, loft him in a decline, in which he lingereda year, being meanwhile almost entirely
dependent upon the exertions of h^a frail wife,
who devoted every moment Rho could sparefrom him and her infant child, to her needle.
And Mary was right, when 6he accepted the

eaerilico of home and wealth, at the hands ol
James R . Otherwise, his being had been
a blank to hira. Ho had lived a lifetime of
gladness, in the low years granted him of tho
loving trust of that young heart. Sickness and
want had brought out all tho latent energies
Of her nature. Ho saw her, tho once gentle,
dependent child, become the no lo;-s gentle,
noble, sc-lf-eaorificing woman. How deathless,
how forgetful of self, is tho love of a true
woman, like Mary K ! No fatigue overcomesher; no misery appals lior, in her gratelidlabors. She never wearies of watching,
never tires cf waiting. She sbiiuks not from
the sick room, nor starts back at the tread of
death. She hides unbicldon tears, and chokes
back the struggling sob, from watchful ears.
O, woman! your noiseless tread and gentle
touch were meant for tho delicate assiduities

llfn «u A
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in struggle for tho leaden seeptro of manly
power ? And. oh, let no trae-heartod woman,
who feels in her soul the earnest of a better
being, yield up her untold power for good, to a
life of ompty pleasure! Painted butterllics
may Hit awhile in the sunshine, and be gone ;
but the few days of glitter and pageant leave
a cramped heart dark and desolate! Regardlessof self, unsoeking fur praise, unlooking for
gratitude, I will do what I can for the world's
good; if sorrow comes not to me, I w ill 6eck it,
and relievo it, and may Heaven help me, should
be tho resolvo of a noble woman, upon tho boginningof her world's experience. Many such
women there are; some, like Mary R« ,

mado so by sorrow; but ah, how many, how
very many, when they that look out of tho
windows aro darkened, turn, with no inner
gladdened eye, upon tho heart's neglected resources.
The rest of our story wo tell al'vor tho fashionof story-telling.
In an obscure tenement, in the suburbs of

C , James R was dying. 'Twas only
four o'clock. yet tho fitroeta were already lighted,for it waa cold, dark, and gloomy. Not a
sunbeam had gladdened that doalh-room the
whole day long. Gray masses of clouds were
tossing about the sky, the wind whistled round
the corners of the streets, and now and then
an ominous hnow-flako melted upon the windowpane. Oh! 'twas a dreary night that followed.Rich men's children clustered round
their pleasant home firesides, w'uiio their fatherswrapped their well-furred cloak.) about
them, and hurried on before the blast. But
God save the pocr on such a night, who shiver
over their dying embers, or shake, in hunger
and rags, before tho riob man's door. Ob, there's
gladness enough and to spare, in many a
house: and why withhold it from the poor and
nccay:

ISo thought James R , as his eyes wanderedround his cheerless room, r.nd rested
anon on his wile, who, weary and worn,"
toiled for bread, over the sleeping infant in
her lap. She was but a wreck of the beautifulMary R of the woodland haunt.
Time and care and sorrow had rohbod her

cheeks of their rosea, and made hard lines
round her onca dimpled mouth. Tho ringlets
wero gone, and silver threads waved on her
palo brow. Her fingers were thin and blue,
her chocks pinched, her whole air that of
struggling poverty and sorrow. Vet there wore
still left traces of tho old Alary.in the earnestdepths of her dark eyes, now so very
large, and that look of saddened resignation
10 beautiful in tho homeless orphan, and far
more eloquent in tho sorrow-stricken wife and
mother. Death had set his seal on her also,
seen in the hectic flush, occasional spasm of
pain, short breath, and holiow cough. Tho
mother felt it, and dropped hot tears on the
;heok of her almost orphaned boy.
The father saw it. " Poor Mary! you'll soon

follow me,"' said he. " And oh, when I die, carryour child to my father. He could not spurn
i dyin£ woman ! he <x>uld not shut his door
ipon that innocent little halss, though it he
!o like its father!" The words died upon his
11ready half-palsied tongue. Mary sprang to
lis bedside. Hnr gentle assiduities rallied once
noro the vital spark; and, calling for his hoy,
;he father laid his thin hand upon his baby
load, and sent up ono agonized petition to the
>rphan's friend; then, turning to Mary, he
'altered out."That little song once more,
Vlar£, the song of onr woodland haunt." The
wor wifo's heart was breaking, every breath
veil nigh suffocated her, yet she could do aught
or him she loved; and she sung that song,
acg it with voico sweet and clear, as in old:ntime. But oh, where were the bright hopes
nd light heart of Woodland Mary.
Tho dying man fixed his glazed eyes fondly

>n her ; onoo his wan face lighted up with the
hadow of the smile of other days. u Poor May!"he faltered; tho smilo vanished, and with
t passed to a better world the freed spirit of
aiues R .I
Two days of sunlessne** and dreariness with-

>ut, equalled not the sunlessneee and dreariness
vithin that lone room, whence were borne out, j
it their close, all that was dear on earth, savo
»cr child, to poor Mary R !i
Tho third evening found her on her way to 1

Hr. R '8, with her child.
Let us now look into Mr. R e coey par 1

A.
_

NO. 387.
Jor, where wo meet the stern man, nnd his
pale, suffering wife. The w<n>d fire was mosrjyburned out; yet still he crouches over the dv!iog ciubets, and rubs his hands anon, as a fre.-h

; burst, of wind whistles a rair.et the casement.
Oh! it is n pitilets December night: there is
no fitrey in the sharp slict thus comes, pat,
pat, against the window panes, while the Mast
whi&slcs shrilly through every crack and cranny.

" A sorry night this, for poor wa\ favors." at
length remarks Mr. R.. to his pale wife in
tho corner. A tear starts to her eye ; and the
rebuked man drops his head on his breast. and
rubs his hands most vigorously. His mir.d is
ill at ease. That silent tear barbed afresh the
arrow rankling in his heart. Their thoughts
were nlike with their east-olf child, jh-rohanco
that moment a weather-beaten wayfarer. Never,since James R had been threat from
the threshold of his childhood's home by his
own father, bad hia name heen mentionod in
that father's presence. Oh! a wretched heart
was Mr R 'h. more wretched even than
that of the p ile woman in the corner, as ho
eat there, crouching over the dying embers,
and darod not again meet the silent rebuke of
a tear!
Tbo n>om began to grow chilly, and the embersfew, so that Mr. R was fain, at last,to make ready lor the night. He ilrow the
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went on to cover them with uel.ee, pausing betweeneach HhoYelful, to lirien to the howlingof the storm without. " I )re&dful.dreadful!"
ho muttered, us tho last coal disappeared.
" Poor James".then dropped hie on his
brca3t again. He did not notiee the quick
start of bin wild, her involuntary exclamation,
and the flush on hor chock. Poor woman ! for
five long years that name had never passed
those lips, uncoupled with imprecations; and
now to hear it uttered gently, had well nigh
unmanned her. How eho longed to plead onco
more, from a mother's full heart!.but tho
recollection of past brutal repulses crushed the
firnt germ of hope, and she sank back into her
former list'esenCHs.
Tho wind kept howling louder and louder,

round the corner of the house; the sloot kept
pattering harder and harder against the windowpanes. "Hark!" exclaims Mr. K ,

starting up: " some one knocks; and yet it cannotbe, for whet poor wretch oould wander,
unhoused, at this timo of night, in sucli a
storm! But, wait.there it is again. Stir up
tho. fire, Lucy; wo surely cannot turn him
adrift again, whoever he be." So saying.
Mr. It seized tho lump, and proceeded to
unbolt tho hall door.slowly at first, and with
tho precautionary question, ''Who's there'?"
No answer, save tho voice of tho storm! Now
Mr. K 'a heart begins to beat faster, as he
opens the door a very little way, and shades
the llickoring lamp with bis left hand. There's
certainly no one there. The sleet cornea drivinginto his face, and through it ho can dis-
cern nothing but the ghost hko trees, over the
way. He steps back, still grasping the door
firmly with his lett hand, sets down bin lamp.
then puts his ear to the crevice: for be had
half' imagined that ho heard u human voice
above tho wail of the storm. Ah, there was ,

no mistake.hero it is again, right at the list-
oner's lbct. too. Mr. It docs not hesitate

)
now. Tho door opens wide. The flickering
lamp go*s out, with the first inburst of tho
wind : yet none tho lees speedily does the eager j
pian discover tho source wheneo came these
piteous witiIs. He lilts up the little bundle,
already half covered with sleet, from tbo cold ,

stone, and clasps a kalf-fruxeu infant in hia ,'
arms. - |
The spiritless and pale woman was at one©

wide awake. A blazing wood lire soon diffjred jwarmth uul clietrinc«a over the room again. |''Poor litfcio thing, how came it there?"
" Whom can it bolong to 1" and a score of other jquestions, asked the now bustling housewife, ,

never waiting for an answer, as she kept on

divesting the sobbing child of the manifold iu- f.
u;guujuiiuj in \\men ir, won wrapped i!KO an

(Egyptian mummy. A thick shawl, a flannel
,

blanket, and an infant cloak, were all stripped '

olf licfore anything like a yoar-old baby ap- tpcared, with thin flaxen curie draggling out (
from its little wort-frd cap, nnd tho tiniest of
little hands, done up in the tiniest of mitten" aMr. It who had been watching proceed- ;ings with keen interest, now began to show .

sijyis of uneasiness.to ruli his hands vigorous- tly.and aotually trembled when tbo child
stretched out its littlo mittened hands to him,

'

lisping, io hall" sots, " Tako baby, papa." Hut T
when the little cap was withdrawn, and the pthin flaxen curls fell down over a high, snow- ;white brow, an unmistakable likeness emote
tbo lather's heart. f
"My God!" be exclaimed, watching the in- r

fant, "that is James's child. Don't you see jhis brow, his eyes, his hair, his whole fao*f j.Then, clasping the child in his arms, ho f.

groaned, only as a heart steeped in agony can t
groan, but ho could not weep.
The child, now warmed and soothed, stared

with hia great hazel eyes into his grandlather's
face, in infantile wonderment a moment, then ;
clapped two plump, dimpled hands on his pbrown chock1, puckered up his own little lips pinto a smile, and said: " Poor papa, poor papa."
Ah, that simple appeal touched the right ,johord. the unconscious child had unsealed tho j,fiUhci's heart.too late, to ho sure, but tho poor ,.

man knew it not. }
How the tears now ran down and wet the pflaxon curls, till the infant looked up again, j

with that same troubled expression, in its ^
grandfather'* f.ieo! How the pale woman

wept, too. The gladness was well-nigh too },
much for her feeble frsimo. j Hf
The embers died away a second time, and ^

the lamp began to flicker, yot there sat the j_|
oonscknoe-stvicken father and tho overjoyed
mother, wocping and wondering over the (deepinginfant, clasping tenderly its little veivety ..j
hand-'. <tnd stroking its tbin curie. " To mur- 0j
row," sighed, ominously perb«»;«( Mr. K , .u
as he turned, lor the la>>t time that niph*, from j
gazing at the fae-simile of his discarded son, as i1(
he lay asleop on the Hofa. with two little teeth
peeping out from his half-closed lips, and woo
bite of tears sparkling on his Iringcd lids.
" To-morrow," echoed the pale wife, hopefully,
as ehe kissed thy )a«t shadow of a tear away,
and took her last good-night iook at the little
sleeper. Ah, what clouds hung over the sleep- (j(
lone watchore in that mansion, ready to break ].
on the morrow !
Mr. R was up long before sunrise, and, ^

well monntod, was turning his horse's head towardsC , when who should come hobbling j,«
down tho street but the rheumatic, red-faced m
landlord of the " <*old«;n Cros*," gesticulating ut
most vehemently to Mr. R .

" What can w
bo tho matter dow?.a drunken frolic, most Qr
probably." thought, lie, ,ir ho patted tho head jr
of his impatient nag. und ftwaitod tho land- Vl
lord's approach. " Your daugbtor-in-law is ur
dying in my how," shouted tho latter, with jj,
cnaractcristan delicacy, wlicn within hearing, tf,
Come rpiick, or she'll l>e gone." fn
'J'ruo it was. that in a narrow. eomfortlesM *

; ' * tAJ

smoko-bcgrimed room of tho (J olden Crow,
lay dym£ all that wm loft of tho or.co l^cautifuliVlary It . A terrible night had tho
dying woman passed in that lone chamber. ^Thick rushing memories of the pa®t, tremblingglauccH into the future, and doubtful hopes for
her child, struggled with firm faith in the Rock w

that never failoth.
" You have come at list,; she exclaimed, fee- P5

bly, as Mr. It staggered, pale and haggard, fu
into tho room, followed by his half-crazed wife, fi!

who carried the infant in her arms. Tho dying .

woman started up at sight of her child. " Oh, l"
give my boy to me, and let me bless Lim lx>- **
(ore 1 die," she screamed. " You shail not
take him from me".and wonld have sprung jupon the floor, had not Mrs R. placed the hoy 'jgently in her arms. The poor, pacifkd woman
sunk back as feeble as tho infant, looked into

^her boy's wondering eyes, drew her thin fin- ^gc/8 through his flaxen curls, kissed again "

and again bis sole chock, and talked to him,
as if he drank in every word she uttered, in iri<

baby wonder.
" Ho killed your poor father, baby, and has

well nigh killed mo; but oh' he can never op
S
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subscriber.rxrrj4 in tie tote of I
A club of three Bubseribcr*. one of whom rasy be I

an old one, at $5, will entitle the perron melt in* it. I
up to a copy of the Era for three month* n rlol, of I
five, two of whom ice* be old one». at $S. to a r >pv I
for six months; a club of ten, live of whom may t-a I
old on©#, at tli, to a copy for one year. I
When a clnb of subscribers bee been forwarjivi I

additioue may be made to it, on the same tenm. It I
is not necessary that the members of a club should I
receive their papers at the same rost off re. I
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cities named. I
II B. Knight, 48 Beekm&n street, New York. I
Wm. Alcorn. P2<1 Lombard street Philadelphia. I
J. A. Innis, Salens. Massachusetts. I
0 A. Wall, Worcester, Massachueetta. I

harm my darling Imv. so like his father, ho I
rur*, pa innocent.' aha went on to pay, in the I
hull delirium of disease. I

Oh,.ip»re IM, Mary, ppare me! Pw dear I
ly atoned lur my wrong." implorvd Mr. K .I
as l.o kne.t by the bedside of tho dying wo- I
MB. Say i urgirh mm, Marv. K<»rg.\ I
mo. or 1 canDot dio in peace! *' I

Hot the woman hoard him not. Her glazed I
eve wa- upturned towards heaven; her thinI
lingers oasayed to pass ones more through I
tho /laxon ewl^ but tli<* grasp of death v I
on tticm. J ho loving c-hild laid its littlo I
hands on her clammy checks, pressed it* own I

fkflA aeainst them Knl nii lent n., I
word of recognition, came from the heart-hro
ken mother!
Thevburied her by the ri le of him for whomIehe died, the James R ot my klrnndfather s

Home. !
Not many years since, while driving though

the town of C , I noticed, coming aion iy
down the street, a very ir.firm, white-haired t !>!
mars, leaning on'the arm of a tali, xnanlyyouib
The infirmities mid apparently total dependencoof the former, with ihe ear'ful -

,

of the hitter, made thermaltoother quite a n

tioeable couple. " Do you know them '" I ask
ed of my companion. " O yes," was the answer." It is ola Mr. K and his grandson
The old man is almost a cripple from rheumatism.and is quite dependent on hi* dev ggrandson. Indeed, the old man has n ver Iwvn |j
quit" himself nir.ee the death oi that son ol hip,
and his beautiful wife, whom ho treated noun

naturally. His own wife didn't survive the
shock long ; and now he lives aluno, with this
grands n of his, v.V> i- a fit to m.ide foll.ov. to 1
very counterpart of his lather.(*od bless him.

Here mv 1'riocd dropjed a tear, and wo rode
on in silence a while. 1 straining mv eyes afte
the son of my early lriend, aoj pondering over y
the strange vici-dttides that had hefallen many
ot the wlnioiu help-rs at my graudlatb.- «

hayings. '

For tkt Siti«ntl Krt. *

NIGHTS FOR DAYS \
i:Y kari. < I.oamins. |

Till: IT FT II. '

" U'kf) cares far the farmer boy?'y
The snowy storm-birds of winter arc a

gore. March wimls and frosls have nearly
brought oil April showers, even among tlm
cold mountains of Vermont. The -un. win;
each ri-ing, is gradually erneping back to ir
long deserted path in the North, and on mp.ti

afavored knoll is warming into tearful smile «

the wild llowors of a blighted yrar, bid and
cherished till now hy December snows. The
summer bird ' have mm 1 i.-d !; m far South- .

em bowers, ami now begin t,. cheer our leaflesswoods with Kdon music.squirrels daroe
out from tboir wild log dons, and ehittcr on th"
topmost bronchos; the woodpeckers commonc *

their perpetual. menotonoos rapping, rapping
the breezes breathe cf sunnier elimes, an t
we'l the faintly trickling rills to rushing tor
rents; it thaws by day. end freezes by night.
md. the sugar-making goc j cn brisk'y.
Hut who does care for the farmer boy? He

was up am} in the woods, beforo the puii had
Jar* a hi light its accustomed pathway.tb
notch in the mountains. He has swung the
iiug.i "potash kettlo'' to its place, and rolled »*
Hiiiie heavy ltcech legs around for an arch; he
tis.8 kindled a Gro from some buried cindors;
i* has tilled hi* kettle from verflowing 1 .iek
»t» he ha«ei':oked hip bi-<-ak!'a \. ' e the lluo;/ /

boiling (ire,;' and hi* dinner and his supper
ie bfte sb. pped, iu bis weary round with th.
withering pails. to 1 sh n to the new-bird war
dings, and has made the birds tbemselvf-s

«... . :u i H
anvt-it, n- null. m .I'ji' -i ciri TV 11 <VUJ

>"t the day in now gone, and tho twilight kis*ogits Inst "good-night" upon tlie pure white
maintains brow, is gune-.and, it is deep (
light.
What then ? The F.pruoo ridge on the oa--t,

10 brightly grcon in the daylight, is now lik
i wall of darkness that towors up against the
flowing stars. Tho tall maples and bccehci I
vavo dreamy by the wncko that curls among I
heir jineiont boughs ; and the eat like sawyer I
iwl, stealing out from hit; bushy eyrie, ha.-. I
hanged the cheerful song of the day-birds to 1
l al risking wail.and the farm-boy,man r- .* ; ,1
ng by tier firt light, lias turned to noting the JI
cenery around him.the power-fraught steam 1
hat writhes and curia from tlip bubbling sup.I
he bright scintillations that play < ffi from the
>arcnt fire, and eonr away in spite o'.brighter
or tho very darkness closing round.soar
md.go out.and beforo he ib aware of it, he
~ rsn; ing. i
He has been reading of heroes.' ("nrlyir\

Itror. a ml Hern Worship" Lamartincs ' Ho- c-j
oes ot the French Revolution.' and now h ,<

icsoin heaves with generous emulation: his
rear" glov^ with conn-ions y.> w- r. t-- a 1
oniethmg worthy man's high being, Destiny ;
o rise, sour even, like the tire-Hakes now before
tim.and what.go out '

" Yes,*' ho speaks aloud, as he thrusts th»
ok' r wit.lt an eapic-siyc *-»:s: g-iim-t ri |iirands, till a glittering wr nth of ep.uks is
;»rD.cd high above." better go out, than never
mm at all.' t
Kecking youth! You know not what, you

<>.you kr.uw what a i.1 tr. r. fro. zing w--r :
» before you ! Here you have a h>»mc, frier dir.
uiet, humble friends, to bo cure, but still
ritoils, with wiru you can pursue an honest,
eaccful, happy life; yon n I e qu ti ri ;b, in I
eod if you will. uCanst thou not bo con- I
Ho laid aionnd more wood, gre.'.t heaps of

irclf and hardback stick-', dr*w op his rude
lat nearer to the fire, and cat down again, but
ark. sad thoughts did net k<*cp away this tine
c thought of the future.of the world.of the
rent Drama of Life.
"It is a crowding world,' be continued
loud; ''a bard life, a scrambling, selfish, I
rowding. business life. There ere more greut
m1 gw/ now than can got a fin thofil anil
icn there are certainly t«> i many /*;</.' Had
o only known the pool's words.

I* pain: tiy only rrsf
Is lal>or fir » worthy un<l."'

s .. .i

" I-'di-h th" tpV action «f
,The dark w«»rl<l nearer to the sun."

Hut One did care for hicn; Or.o who ever
signs to care for the Fed, the weary, and the
roken-hcarted; and He has so ordained it
iitt those who labor most diligrutly shall re-'
oat peacefully.
Exhausted with the day'* toil, ho leaned his

»»id over against a hr ad -tiiin v\ ',! r gon blanket for a pillow. And sleep, thoughibidden, found him.found him, v.i:h n«> I
atehers hot tho wild-swaying forest trees,
id the shades, and heaven - st.'.r- ! r ' |i>wn on Ilia pure brow. And he dreamedkathe never told ; hut ho has written <t <h wn
ider the veil of fiction, and in his note* ; and
ough not superstitious who r an say hut lh.*t
0 it?* press of that -vuge.' I'.-n-v ** :.?t«»;
jm heaven, shall ekcer him onward in Inn
ilwiTiic yet her'-.e c ir or of n< " "< yjVete York, 18.54.

Harrv Hibrarp..Tho Manchester (N. H.)
Vvooiger says: «(" No true eon of New Hamp: hire eon have
atchrd the course of this gentleman, during
10 pendency of the Nehru ka hill, without
lin and humiliation. His sjs-ech appear*) in
ill in some of tho pa|sirs, and it seems inip«»<blethat it can produce any oth r effect than
rep mortification. I'eihuj ^ the weak' st p>r-I
jn of tho speech is where he digrea-es to exisothe iooonsisteneie* oi Knglar.d. Hut tl.o
(ist disgusting portion of it is where he conrsoend-it:> apologize for slavery. He could jive taken no surer method to have secured
o contempt of tho proud bloo-I .f tlm South. * »
" I>oos Mr. Hibhard expect, by such effortsthis, to secure tho votee of Northern men,id an election to the Senate ? :y

Ho aaeurodly does. Will ho find that he has
ibtakcn tho means ?

A Mate Normal School is shortly to beoned in Rhode Island.


